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would not let us rest : they looted on us as in their charge,
and bullied us accordingly.

"You must practise getting into the cistern/' said
Hyppolite,

" Like the forger did ! "

The worst of it was that their suggestion was sound.
Common sense and our duty to our hosts dictated that
we should neglect no precautions.

I took off my clothes, and removing the lid of the cistern,
was lowered into the waters below. As my eyes grew ac-
customed to the light I saw a forest of slender columns
supporting the houses above me : I waded on a little
further, but soon returned, for I was afraid that I might
lose myself: the cistern seemed endless} and it was indeed
a part of the great underground system of aqueducts by
which Valens and Justinian had supplied water to Byzan-
tium. It was here that many Janissaries were drowned
in 1826 when Mahmoud the Reformer upraised the green
standard of the Prophet and decreed their death.

The place was haunted : something scurried on an un-
seen ledge : a rat perhaps : then my fingers touched a little
thing that cracked under them, and I felt a stinging pain :
whether it was a beetle or a sleepy wasp I did not stop to
enquire. As I groped my way back to the manhole, I
barked my foot against something hard : stooping down,
I picked up a block of pumice-stone. It was the forger's
die, no doubt.

All morning we passed in the pantry, eating and dozing
by snatches, and writing a letter to the White Lady. Morn-
ing merged into afternoon, and the afternoon into eve-
ning. No detectives came. We were safe.

At nightfall, after sending Hyppolite scouting up the